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How Sam W est E arned M oney to E n te r College
Bessie Myers, '15
number of years ago, in the state of Colorado, there lived a
certain man, named Mr. West, who had a son about nine
teen years of age. Mr. West was a tall, stern looking man,
but being very lame was obliged to walk with the aid of crutches.
For this reason he could contribute only a small share of the money,
which was needed for the care of the family. His son, Sam, was a
tall, agile youth, who had an eager desire to attend college. But,
since his father had become lame, he would, of course, never be
able to raise the desired sum to complete his education.
One day, Sam walked into the post-office and went over to one
of the little glass faced boxes and asked for the mail. As he turned
to leave the office, he saw a large piece of white paper tacked on the
door, and on the first line, in large letters, was printed the word
“NOTICE.” Sam read as follows:
"This morning in Deep Gulch, the largest grizzly bear I ever
saw attacked me and killed my horses and dogs. I promise to pay
to any person in this state, who will kill that brute, two hundred
dollars in cash as soon as I see the body. The bear has lost his left
ear and has a wide ring of white around his right front leg.
Albert King.”
A number of other men stepped up and said “Well, Sam, so
you think that you could kill him?” Sam drew a long breath, “ I
will kill that bear, and take the money to go to college.” After
these few remarks Sam left the office, and returned home.
After reaching home Sam told his father and mother about the

notice, and also told them about his intention of hunting the bear.
He said that, if successful, he intended to take the money and use it
to enable him to attend college for two terms, which would lit him
for teaching; and he hoped that the money earned by teaching and
during vacations would keep him at college two terms a year until
he had won his education.
Of course both father and son knew the danger of such an a t
tempt, but the money and the desired education seemed worth
trying for. Four o’clock, the next morning, found Sam ready for
the hunt. He took with him a single-barreled, muzzle-loading
rifle, ammunition, a heavy axe fastened in a broad leather belt
buckled around his waist, and on his back a blanket, a knapsack
containing food enough for a three day’s journey and a small coffee
can. Sam did not intend to come back again until he had killed
the grizzly. After some good advice from both parents Sam
started.
Deep Gulch was a narrow, wooded ravine which had cut its
way into the mountain. Sam was well acquainted with those
mountains and also with the ravine, for he had hunted there before.
He had no difficulty in finding the place where Albert King had been
attacked by the bear, as the bones of the horses, and remains of the
broken wagon were still there.
Sam soon found the bear’s trail and had followed it for about a
mile, when he came upon the spot where the grizzly had made his
bed on a pile of leaves but had already gone on. Sam hoped that
the brute might soon stop again and that he would be able to over
take him. Sam followed the trail for about two hours. When he
rounded a point of rock, he saw about five hundred yards ahead the
large grizzly standing on a huge fiat rock. For a moment the bear
stood perfectly still, then got down from the rock and vanished
from sight.
The distance had been too great for Sam to see whether or not
it had been the bear that he was hunting for, but he felt sure that it
was the one. He kept on the trail all of the rest of the day but did
not catch sight of the grizzly.
Neither did he see the bear nor find his trail all the next day,
until night was coming on. Then he saw by a little stream the im-

prints of a bear’s feet, which had been made so recently that the
damp earth thrown up had not had lime to dry. Sam was sure
that they were the same marks th at he had seen by the broken
wagon, but lie knew that it was now too near night for him to pur
sue the bear that day, so he soon fell asleep promising himself an
early start.
Before daylight Sam was up and ready to take up the trail
again. He now followed along the stream until just before noon,
when he crossed it and entered a narrow ravine. He knew that he
was almost upon the bear as every track seemed to be more fresh
than the last.
After walking on for about a mile he reached a point where the
ravine turned abruptly to the left. Sam was creeping along with
care when just as he rounded the turn, he saw the bear asleep, not
twenty rods away, on a great flat rock at the mouth of a huge dark
cave. Sam had no trouble in seeing the marks of identity as both
sides of his head were turned so that he could see that the bear had
only one ear and also that he had a white ring around his leg.
For a moment Sam's heart seemed to cease beating, and then
it began beating so hard that he almost thpught the rocks sent back
an echo. Three large rocks, large enough for Sam to conceal him
self behind them, lay between him and the bear. The rocks were
all about equal distance apart, except the last, which was only
about two rods from where the bear lay. Sam wondered if he
could get to the third rock without waking the grizzly. “No, that
would not do for me to try to get so near,” he whispered to himself
"I will try to shoot him from the second rock."
Sam took off his knapsack and blanket, pulled off his boots,
laid them on a reck and began to crawl toward the first rock. He
had little trouble in getting to the second rock from which he in
tended to fire. He noticed a small crevice in the rock through
which he could place the mouth of the gun at the opening and fire
without being seen.
Sam took the axe from his belt and laid it with some ammuni
tion on a flat surface of stone beside him. Then he turned for a last
look through the crevice at the bear, when suddenly he saw through
the opening some object coming out of the mouth of the cave. In

a moment he saw that it was a large female grizzly bear, slowly
coming out of the cave with two half grown cubs.
For a moment she stood in the sunlight looking around, then
she walked over to where her mate lay, and gave him a cuff on the
ear. The grizzly startled by this got on his feet at once and turned
slowdy around to watch the cubs wrestling and playing.
Not for a moment did Sam think of retreating but decided at
once to shoot the old male grizzly first, then reload and aim at the
other. With great care Sam took aim and fired. He heard a
terrible roaring and growling, the sound of a heavy body falling and
the patter of nailed feet on the rocks, and he knew that the bear was
coming toward him; but in an instant he had loaded the gun again,
and was ready to fire.
Just at that instant a large shaggy head appeared around the
rock, only a few7 feet away. Taking aim Sam fired, dropped his
gun and with his axe jumped upon the rock, just as the bear gave
him a heavy blow on the ankle, tearing the stocking and flesh from
his foot. Sam raised his axe, and drove its sharp blade into her
head. The great beast was dead, it could be plainly seen, as she
dropped back limply at the foot of the rocks.
Sam’s heart gave a great bound when he saw, K ing on the rock,
in front of the cave, the body of Albert King’s grizzly, with the two
little cubs whining over it. He jumped off the rocks, quickly
loaded his rifle and shot the two cubs. Albert King willingly paid
the two hundred dollars and Sam West went to college.
Scarboro High School Songs
Tune— “The Quilting Party”
In the quaint old town of Scarboro,
Where the Nonesuch River flows,
Stands the dearest school in all the country
The school that we all chose.
Chorus
Oh, Scarboro, our dear Scarboro,
The school we all adore
We will sing to thee, our Alma Mater,
Now and evermore.

’Tis the place where we have frolics
Mixed in with lessons all,
We learn there to be good and true,
The highest things of all.
This school has stood for ages,
Its classes have won renown;
But they all turn back to thee, dear Scarboro,
And lay their laurels down.

B asketball Song
Oh hand me down my old gym suit
And pass along the ball,
We’re going to be the winning team,
Or we wouldn’t have come at all.
Hand me down my old gym suit,
And pass along the ball;
We’re going to be the winning team,
Or we wouldn’t have played at all.
Chorus
As the ball goes passing,
And the girls begin to sing,
You can hear them cheering,
The Scarboro team is out to win.
Centers, give the ball a hit,
The forwards will take it through,
And when the ball has made the goal,
Oh what can Thornton do?
[Repeat]
And then we’ll start and do it again,
And when at last we’re through
We’ll show to Thornton’s basket team
A score that will make them blue.
[Repeat]

Good-Bye Ladies
Good Bye—Bid

[de] ford

We’re going to beat you now,
Merrily the score goes up,
Score goes up, score goes up,
To the goal of red and white.

Tune— “I Want to be in Dixie”
We want the game,
We want the game,
We want to win next game from Freeport.
Will you watch our girls roll up the score,
Crashing on through the lines once more.
We want the game,
We want the game,
We want to win next game from Freeport,
Will you watch our ball make the goal?
Scarboro—Scarboro—everybody yell it,
For we cheer, again we cheer,
We must win that game this year.
F reshm an Song
Tune— 11Coming Thro’ the Rye.”
If a Freshman meet a Senior,
Coming through the door,
He must step aside and let the
Senior go before;
For wre love to let the Seniors
Do just as they choose,
For some day we are hoping that we
Will be in their shoes.

If a Freshman meet a Senior,
A t the box for mail,
The members of our little class, can’t
Let their duty fail.
For we love to let the Seniors
Do just as they choose,
For some day we are hoping that we
Will be in their shoes.
Then if we are ever Seniors,
We shall have the floor,
We shall be first a t the mail box,
Also through the door.
And the Freshmen all will let us,
Do just as we choose,
For they will also hope th at some day
They will be in our shoes.
[.Exchangej

Tune— “Marching Through Georgia”
Come, gather round and sing a song
For good old Scarboro High.
We’ll shout her praises far and wide
From sea to mountain high.
Yes, all through life and e’en to death
This be our latest cry,
Rah! rah! rah! for Scarboro High School!
Chorus
Hurrah, hurrah, hurrah for Scarboro High,
Hurrah, hurrah and may she never die,
For she’s our Alma M ater dear
Forever and for aye,
Rah! rah! rah! for Scarboro High School!

All Scarboro’s sons and daughters
Tho’ they’re scattered through the land
Are firmly bound together
In an earnest, loyal band.
And love for our own High School
Can be found at every hand.
Rah! rah! rah! for Scarboro High School!
Some of us are still enjoying
Happy High School days.
To some, alas they seem
In memory’s bygone haze,
But one and all, both young and old
Will ever shout thy praise
Alma Mater, Scarboro High School!
T he Thanksgiving D inner
Nellie Hudson, T6
NE Thanksgiving Day, Bobbie Green and Georgie Harris
were playing together in the street. Now, between these
boys there was a great difference. George Harris, who was
ten years old, lived in a large house, and his father -was a wealthy
lawyer. George had never had to work in his life and he thought
himself very fortunate,—lucky he called himself. In truth he was a
little proud and held himself above his companions. Bobbie
Green, on the contrary, was very poor. His father had died, when
he was very young and he lived with a cross old uncle. He had one
sister and she was lame. They lived in an old house and his sister
did a little sewing, but their uncle would often take their money
from them in order to buy himself liquor, if he could get the chance.
Bobbie did almost any thing for a living. Sometimes he sold papers,
sometimes he went on errands and he was always busy.
Now it may seem strange to you that these two boys were
playing together. Well perhaps, it was strange. It is true, how
ever, and we can not say whether it was because Bobbie sort of
worshiped George with-his lordly ways, or not, but we are certain
that the boys were certainly together the greater part of the time.
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T hat is, during the time Bobbie did not have to go on errands or do
something of that sort. This day, when they had become tired of
playing, George began to tell of the great dinner th a t he was going
to have. T hat morning, he had stolen into the kitchen, much to
the disappointment of the servants and had peered into all the
dishes and pans, so he now had a pretty good idea as to what they
would have.
When he had finished naming over all the different courses, he
turned to his companion and to his surprise saw th a t Bobbie’s eyes
were filled with tears. "Why! W hat is the matter, Bobbie?” ex
claimed George. “Oh nothing,” returned the other wiping his eyes
and trying to smile, “ 1 am going home now,” and with those words
he ran away. George watched him disappear. Then he said to
himself, “What is the matter with Bob, anyway?
I never saw
him cry before.” George slowly started home.
On his way he passed the home of his friend. He could not
help hearing part of the conversation between Bob and his sister.
Bob said, "f know that I ought to be thankful, but I wish we could
have a great dinner, just once, like George Harris has all of the
time.” George did not wait to hear any more. He understood
now what had caused the tears in his friend’s eyes.
He hurried home and went at once to his father.
George
explained to him all about his friend. Mr. Harris listened until his
boy had finished, and then asked him what he would like to do.
George said, “With your permission, I intend to invite Bob and his
sister here to dinner. We will send the automobile for them and
they will at least enjoy one Thanksgiving.” Of course his father
said "Yes,” and a few hours later, there was not a happier group
throughout the city than the one that gathered around the large
dining table at Judge Harris's.
T he C h ristm as G ift
Elsie Spear, T5
T was a lovely day about the middle of December, but rather
cold. There had been a snowstorm the day before, and
now the earth was clothed in sparkling white. In the city,
crowds of people were thronging to do their Christmas shopping,

some looking as if this were a pleasant task, others as if it were not
a t all desirable.
A big touring car stopped a t one of the most fashionable stores,
and after a few orders to the chauffeur, a young lady alighted. By
her dress one could tell that she was one of society’s favorites, who
had everything that money could buy. Evidently Christmas
shopping was to her a bore, for her handsome young face was some
what marred by a look of impatience, mingled with a look of per
plexity. Once inside the store, she produced from her handbag, a
long list, to her, a monotonous list, of relatives and friends, to
whom she was to make presents.
As she was examining some portraits of musicians she over
heard a conversation between two rather shabbily dressed girls of
about her own age. “Oh Edna,” said one, “ Don’t you wish we
could afford some of these luxuries? I am so tired of economy and,
and poverty. Now if I were only rich 1 would be the happiest girl
in the world. It makes me so discontented to see rich people, for
they have everything,—and we—why, we have nothing.” “Oh,
Jane, how can you say that!” exclaimed the other. “Of course, I
wish th at we could afford such things, but there are other things
which money cannot buy, and I don’t believe that half the rich peo
ple are as happy as we. We have good homes and good folks, and
we are able to work. Surely th at is more than a lot of people have.”
“Yes, answered Jane slowly, I suppose that you are right. You
always look at the bright side of everything. I have a grandmother
and uncle, and only myself to work for, while you have to work for
yourself and two younger sisters. But you are happier. Aren’t
there a lot of things you would like to get them for Christmas, that
you feel as if you can not afford?” “A whole lot,” replied Edna.
“But you see, it is not the worth of the gift that counts.”
Just then the girls moved on, and Julia Small, for th a t was the
young lady’s'name, could hear no more of the conversation. She
looked from the picture th a t she might see the two girls as they
went away. As she did so she caught sight of a piece of paper
that one of them had dropped. By some impulse she walked to
where it was and picked it up. It was an envelope with the name,
“Miss Edna Monroe,” and her address written upon it. Julia took

particular notice of this, and then she approached the girls, saying
sweetly, “Pardon me, but did one of you drop this?” “Yes, thank
you, very much,” answered the one whose name was Edna, as she
returned the warm smile of Julia.
As Julia finished her shopping, and even after she returned
home, she kept thinking of those words, “ It is not the worth of the
gift that counts, but” But what then? She decided that she
knew, but never before had she thought about anything but worth
and taste. However, this Christmas she would make some other
gift.
It was surprising how many things Julia thought of during the
next few days. She contrived ways of pleasing her father on
Christmas morn, besides many other people, and she always kept
in mind that it was not the worth of the gift in money that counted.
"Oh, what can this mean? If I were a bit younger, I surely
should be convinced that there is a Santa Claus,” said Edna Mon
roe, as she opened the large box, containing a number of dainties,
that are so dear to a girl’s heart. This is the very best Christmas.
It seems as if I never had so many surprises. I wonder who sent
those boxes of candy to the mill, one for each girl who works there.
It was some one very kind anyway. But what is this?” she ex
claimed, as she came across a note signed Julia Small.
She was so busy reading her note, th a t she did not notice the
touring car, which had stopped a t her gate. A girl glanced in at
her through the window, hesitated, and thgn walked into the room.
“You dear,” she cried. “Why I have just read your note, and
it has made me so happy, and I know th a t }'Ou are the one who sent
us girls the boxes of candy. Oh, how can I ever thank you?”
Julia's eyes had never worn such a look of contentment as she
answered, “It is impossible for me to thank you. I have never
been as happy as I am now, and it is just because I heard your con
versation in the store the other day. I have admired you ever
since, and I want to be your friend always. I shall never forget
your words, ‘It is not the worth of the gift that counts.’ ’’

T he High School Fair
I
IN the afternoon and evening of December 12, the Senior
I V f J class of Scarboro High School, assisted by the teachers and
IStaffra pupils of the other classes gave a fair and drama at the
Pythian Hall, Oak Hill. Preparations had been going on for this
fair for many weeks, in fact, they had been going on since the early
fall. Posters had been circulated all over the town, and adjoining
towns as well; fancy articles, dolls and every other article ever
found at any fair had been begged. Begged, did I say? Yes,
some people were fast becoming professional beggars, and, I might
add, almost public nuisances. But at last everything had been col
lected and begged, and booths had been decorated. Just a word
about these booths. In one corner was the fancy articles’ booth,
decorated in green and white crepe paper and completely covered
with an arch of green boughs. On this table was the pillow, the
first prize offered, the gift of Miss Litchfield. Opposite this was
another booth similarly decorated, but in a color of red and white.
This contained the aprons. Between these booths was the mystery
table, which contained every mystery ever seen, and some invented
for the occasion. This was decorated in blue and gold, with a
large amount of green boughs. On one side of the hall was the doll
booth. This decoration was in a color scheme of grey and blue.
The center ornament was the Freshman doll with this sign, “Guess
my name,” the gift of the Freshmen. Directly opposite this table
was the preserve table, prettily decorated in pink and white. The
candy table was in charge of Miss Urquhart. This was at the end
of the hall and was decorated in blue and white.
During the afternoon, the following girls had charge of the
tables: Fancy articles, Ruth Scammon and Georgia Wentworth;
mysteries, Helen Leonard and Ruth Johnson; aprons, Elsie Spear
and Elinor Harmon; preserves, Dorris Merrill; dolls, Lucretia Sar
gent; candy, Gladys Urquhart and Annie Peterson. The ice cream
which was also served at Miss Urquhart’s table was in charge of
Harry Libby.
During the afternoon the candy table and the mystery table
received the most patronage—the mysteries being almost reduced
to a zero, and the candy table requiring more begging, and replen-

ishing, notwithstanding the fact th at the local grocers had contrib
uted a generous amount.
The evening came, and with it two hundred people who were
seated by the ushers, Otis Leary being the head usher and having
with him three other boys. The drama “The man from Borneo,”
was most satisfactorily presented, if we can judge by the applause,
with the following cast.
Borneo Binns, an irate old uncle in India,
Raymond Leary
Fred Binns, his young, and rather wild nephew,
Mr. Wish
The Wild Man, a colored savage—untamed,
ErnestLibby
Captain Lefton Wright, late of the Philippines, a friend
of Fred,
Karl Sommer
Peter, a very sleepy servant,
Myron Libby
Olive, Fred’s wife,
Elsie Spear
Lizzie Dayton, Olive’s friend,
Ruth Scamman
Aunt Drucilla, Lizzie’s aunt, heard but not seen, Gladys Urquhart
Between the acts were two features which added much to the
occasion. Between the first and second acts. Mr. Heald, our Su
perintendent of Schools, was presented with a large picture by the
teachers of Scarboro, in appreciation of the way in which he has
been interested in their efforts and assisted them during the time
he has held the office. At the end of the third act, Mr. Carl Weber
and Mr. John Libby rendered several selections on their saxo
phones which were received with merited applause.
After the drama, Mr. Moulton kindly acted as auctioneer and
sold the things which had been left from the fair and then dancing
was enjoyed until it was time to close. Mr. Lewis Litchfield, Mrs.
Alfred Swinburne and Ernest Libby furnished music during the
drama and also for dancing.
Saturday morning came and the Senior boys were on hand. It
was not only a clearing up day, but a reckoning day as well. The
report, so far as could be determined, since all the money for tickets
sold had not been handed in at the time we went to press, showed
about $78.00 taken in with expenses of about $23.00, making a net
to date of about $55.00.
We wish at this time to express our sincere thanks to all those
who contributed in time, services or goods to make the affair a sue-

cess.. Not only did they help us a great deal, but they also showed
a spirit to “boost” the high school,—that spirit which will tie
greatest factor in making the school an A. No. 1 institution
which we hope it to be.

School 'Rotes
The teachers and students of Scarboro will not soon forget the
honor conferred upon litem December 3, .. .hen they were allowed to
entertain the ifon.. I'.v/son Smith, Superintendent of Schools. Per*
hi;,te*e should admit that we were not. the only entertainers, for our
Jwpertnlendem and V bool Cmrimiitse kindly lent
their aid. Mr.
Smith /(sited all the School* in the High School Building spending
a fxtfjjon of the time in both of our ro.rns. Much had m dreaded
the arrival of this gentleman, Irut our fears were groundIc o as we
(lever enjoyed company more, Mr. Smith seemed satisfied with
the work of out p* lea,), and the last, hour in the flay he very kindly
and Interestingly told ns the needs of a good Education. Mr.
Smith said in part as follows; "In my rlay a grammar school edu
cation was considered sufficient lor the ordinary boy, and a high
school education was a luxury. But to-day the high school educa
tion Is a necessity, and the college education not a luxury but some
thing he must obtain if he would successfully compete with the men
of to-day. Make the best then of the opportunities before you and
remember, when you think that anything is good enough, that there
are many others competing against you who are continually saying
that only the best will do.” Mr. Smith urged the need of a three
teacher high school, and also the need of transporting the seventh
and eighth grade pupils of Scarboro to one graded school, thereby
filling them more nearly alike for the high school.
He urged
the necessity of supporting the high school, and condemned the
sending away of so many pupils to the schools of the neighboring
cities. In closing lie said "You can not expect Portland High
School to teach Scarboro pupils loyalty to Scarboro.”
At noon the teachers of Scarboro, Superintendent Smith, and
the school committee were very pleasantly entertained at the home

of Superintendent and Mrs. Heald, where much praise was given to
Mrs. Heald for her splendid lunch and hospitality. After dinner,
speeches were made, and Mr. Smith was most cordially welcomed
to Scarboro by Mr. Moulton, chairman of the School Committee.
Speeches were also made by Mr. Heald, Mr. Seavey, Mr. Johnson,
Mrs. Lea'viit, Mr. Wish, Miss Litchfield and Mr. Smith. In the
afternoon Mr. Smith addressed the public a t the Pythian Hall.

On November 26th. the high school entertained the teachers
of Scarboro and the pupils of the eighth grade of the grammar
schools. After school. Mr. Heald entertained the children a t his
home, giving them a Thanksgiving dinner. We suspect that our
High School teachers and the children had a t least two Thanksgiv
ing dinners. Rev. R. H. Colby was the guest of honor.

r

Htblettcs
The only branch of athletics at the school at this time is bas
ketball, but in this we are booming as we have three teams in the
field. The boys’ first team has been the most prominent up to
date as they were able to get more games. The girls’ team has put
on one game at home and one away so far, and the boys’ second
team has played one game a t home.
The boys’ first team started its season very early, playing its
first game on October 15th. The most interesting feature so far
this season has been the series with the Nathan Clifford Grammar
School of Portland. The two teams are very7 evenly matched and
one of these games looks to us as the Harvard-Yale football game
does to the big colleges. The first two games of this series, our boys
lost by small margins and the third game we won by a good score.
This game also started our boys in winning and in the next game
they won from the heavy West Congregational team 29 to 22.
During the last of the term we had some unfortunate trouble
in getting the teams together for the games advertised, but this will
be remedied at the beginning of the new term and some good games
are promised.
The line-ups and summaries of the most important games
follow:
OCTOBER 15
Scarboro High School
Nathan Clifford School
E. Libby, Capt., r.f.
l.f., Foden
H. Libby, l.f.
r.f., Hanson
Carter, c.
c., Lawson
K. Sommers, r.g.
r.g., McCrum
O. Leary, I.g.
l.g., Curtis

Score: Nathan Clifford 22; S. H. S. 20. Goals from floor,
E. Libby 1, H. Libby 7, Carter 1, Foden 5, Hanson 1, Lawson 1,
McCrum 3. Goals from fouls, E. Libby 2, McCrum 2.
OCTOBER 21
S. H. S.
Silent Five
l.g., Cady
E. Libby, r.f.
r.g., Haley
H. Libby, I.f.
c., M. Joyce
K. Sommers, c.
Merrill, r.g.
l.f., Gato
O. Leary, l.g.
r.f., Conley
Score: Silent Five 35; S. H. S. 12. Goals from floor, E.
Libby 2, H. Libby 3, Cady 5, M. Joyce 4, Gato 3, Conley 5. Goals
from fouls, E. Libby 2, Cady 1.
OCTOBER 30
Nathan Clifford
S. H. S.
r.f., Foden
E. Libby, r.f.
l.f., Thompson
H. Libby, l.f.
c., Lawson
R. Leary, c.
l.g., McCrum
K. Sommers, l.g.
r.g., Curtis
0 . Leary, r.g.
Score: Nathan Clifford 20; S. H. S. 16. Goals from floor
E. Libby 2, H. Libby 5, Foden 3, McCrum 5. Goals from fouls,
E. Libby 2, McCrum 4.
NOVEMBER 7
Nathan Clifford
S. H. S.
l.f., Thurston
E. Libby, r.f.
r.f., McCrum
H. Libby, l.f.
c., Lawson
R. Leary, c.
r.g., Olsen
K. Sommers, l.g.
0. Leary, r.g.
l.g., Curtis
Score: Scarboro High 16; Nathan Clifford 8. Goals from
floor, H. Libby 7, K. Sommers 1, McCrum 4.

NOVEMBER 19
West Congregationals
S. H. S.
r.f., Frank
E. Libby, r.f.
l.f., Abbott
H. Libby, l.f.
c., Sherman
R. Leary, c.
r.g., Stockford
K. Sommers, l.g.
l.g., Varney
O. Leary, r.g.
Score: Scarboro High 29; West Congregationals 22. Goals
from floor, E. Libby 4, H. Libby 8, K. Sommers 1, Frank 1, Abbott
4, Sherman 2, Stockford 2, Varney 2. Goals from fouls, E. Libby
1, H. Libby 2.
The boys’ second team played one game with the second team
of the Nathan Clifford School and lost. They had another game
scheduled which they were forced to cancel owing to some obstacles
which arose. However, a series between these two teams bids fair
to be as interesting as the series between the first teams.
The girls' squad put on one game between teams composed of
their own number and also one game with the girls' team of the
Scarboro Athletic Club. They also played one game with Freeport
High at Freeport in which they were defeated. However, they
s'how some promising material and as the girls’ teams in other places
are now being made up, it seems probable that they will have some
good games during the winter.

Hlumru IRotes
This is a special column in our paper instituted for the benefit
of our “older brothers and sisters.” It is hoped that anyone who
has any interesting piece of news concerning any of the former
graduates of our school will send it to the alumni editor.
We are endeavoring to get a complete list of the graduates of
our school with their addresses. This can be done best if each
graduate who sees this will send us the names and addresses of his
or her schoolmates so far as they are known. It is hoped later to

have a special occasion for the graduates of the school, but to tell
you more now would be to “let the cat out of the bag” before it
knows how to walk. Send names and addresses to Mr. Wish, the
principal, South Portland, R. F. D. 8, Box 51. WILL YOU DO
YOUR PART?
Dwight Libby '13, is a member of the Senior class at Biddeford High School.
Elva Gilman ’13, is a student at Pennell Institute, Gray, Maine.
Hazel Johnson T3, is attending Westbrook Seminary.
don’t play basketball against us, Hazel.

Please

Emma Wentworth T3, is a student a t Gorham Normal School.
Marion Sargent ’13, is working for the J. R. Libby Company.
Eva Laidlaw, Ex-’13, and Ethel Higgins 'l l , are employed by
The Eastman Company.
Dwane Merrill, Ex-’15, is attending Gray’s Business College
Mr. and Mrs. Leroy Shaw [Rovena Blake ’941, and sons Ora
T7, and Ernest, have moved to their new home in Conn.
Dwight Libby '13, was a recent debater for the affirmative
side of the following question at Biddeford High School: "Women
Should Be Allowed Equal Suffrage With Men.” The affirmative
won the debate.
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AD it not been for the many activities, in which our school
has been engaged for the last few weeks we should have
given you our school paper at an earlier date. However, we
promise you the accustomary number of school papers this year,
even if you receive two in one term. We realize the skilful work of
our predecessors in managing a school paper, and while we may not
be able to surpass their efforts, we shall at least try to make our
paper interesting to all, and by giving you the best we can we be
lieve we shall please you.
We would call your attention to our first attempt at artistic

work. We have several artists in our school and we hope to draw
them into a competition for work for our next school paper. Per
haps we may as well speak of our need a t this time. We would be
very glad to receive subscriptions, paid in advance for our school
paper. It is the artistic work for which we are being criticized, and
it is not the fact th at we have not the talent in oUr school, but it is
the fact that we have not the money, and rather than get into debt
we are omitting it. We are very fortunate in our advertising mat
ter, as indeed we have been a t every issue, but now we need sub
scriptions paid in advance from all our alumni. In our next issue
we will try and give you a statem ent of our financial condition
which will put the situation before you exactly as it is. We feel
the need of aid and we would like to know that the alumni is back
of us.

IS our patrons probably know, the proceeds of the fair will go
to help defray the expenses of the Senior class to Washing
ton. Just what will be the pleasure of the graduating
class is not yet known, but if a party of twenty Scarboro peo
ple could be induced to join the Seniors they would receive much
better service than by joining some other school. It seems as if this
might be done, and after the assistance the graduating class have
received from the Scarboro people, we feel sure that they will prefer
to make their own party. Every year more and more schools are
taking this trip. "How much more sensible it is than a complete
quarrel over class parts, to use the money in some advantageous
way” says one of our exchanges. "Shaking hands with the presi
dent is foolish” says another, but th a t is not all the visitors in
Washington do, my friend. To be perfectly frank, all do not secure
the opportunity. The National Capitol, the Home of Washington,
Arlington and the White House are all worth seeing. We hope our
school will join the crowd and shout with the other schools in March
“On to Washington.”

Exchanges
THE FOUR CORNERS Exchange list at the present time is
as follows:
The Olympian, Biddeford High School; The Red and Black,
Claremont, N. H.; The Clarinet, N. H.; The Breccia, Deering High
School; The Clarion, West Roxbury High School; The Academy
Echo, Freedom, Me.; The Magnet. Leominster, and The Outlook,
Porter High School.
The Magnet.—Your paper is one of our latest exchanges, and
we welcome you to our exchange gladly. We hope that we shall
receive more of your papers.
The Brcecia.—Again we recognize the value of a good school
paper, and hope th a t you will be as glad to receive our paper as we
are to receive yours.
W*E A*R*E A*L*W*A*Y*S G*L*A*D T *0 E*X*C*H*A*N*G*E W*I*T*H 0*T*H*E*R P*A*P*E*R-S.

“LIVE AND LET LIVE”
“A wise old owl, lived in an oak,
The more he saw, the less he spoke,
The less he spoke, the more he heard.
Why can't we all be like that birdl"
A Motto for S. H. S,

Mr. W. [in Geometry]: "W hat is a corollary?”
0. L.: "Oh, it's something th at hasn’t any truth in it?”
Mr. W. [in English I. explaining use of verbs, asks L. S.— for
example of a certain kind of verb].
L. S. [at last]:

“ I shall be killed, if I stay here.”

NOTICE: At home to receive callers from 8:40, 9:10, Eng
lish III, Scarboro High School.
A new scholar in our school is Major.
Major [a dog]: "You gotta stop kicking my dog around.”
Miss H. '16 and Miss P. T6 had better be more careful of their
French pronunciation.
Mr. W.: “For every six you sell out of five tickets you may
have one.” “One what? Surely there can be no tickets left.”
The Juniors are in great need of a teacher who does not know
Geometry.—A Junior T5.
WANTED—A new FREE lunch counter for Freshmen and
Sophomores.
Miss L. [in Cicero]: “You translate as if your sole [soul] was
not your own.”
Miss H. T6, [in undertone]: “Mine is, I have on my shoes
today.”
L. S. seems to enjoy the Big Nickel lately, or is it the company
he is in?
Miss L. [in French]: “No accent mark over the eye [I], be
cause you can't have a grave eye [I].” [Doubtful.]

Mr. W. [in English III]: “After studying in Edinburgh, where
did Goldsmith go to complete his course?”
R. L .: "Why, he went to Africa to practice on the barbarians
first.
Miss B. likes going on missions—at least it looked that way at
Miss W ’s party.
WANTED—“A key to the town hall, for the girls, made to
order.”
Miss U. ’IS, needs a very strong chair for some of her guests,
[at least it looked that way at her party.]
Miss L. to S. ’17: “Of what use are ice caps to people?”
L. S.: "For the refrigerators.”
WANTED—A new system of wireless telegraphy, as the tele
phone, mail, etc., are old-fashioned now.—Everyman.
WANTED.—An inkbottle for the Freshmen.
Miss L .: “What wind blows over the Gulf Stream?”
P. H.: “Whirlwind."
WANTED.—A catcher for flying notes.
WANTED.—Another mate to prevent loneliness.—Both
Latin classes.
Sommer ’17, has evidently found a new way to pronounce
caret, for when Miss L. asked him what he used to designate an
omitted letter or decimal point, he informed her that he would use
a carrot, [car.e-rdt].
"Don’t ask a Junior to do a Sophomore’s examples in Algebra.
Why?”
Tell H. Libby ’17, th at we all like gum.

Leary, the Senior: " I t isn’t nice to chew gum when we have
company.”
Santa Claus:
"Miss W.— '16, wishes a motorcycle Christ
mas.
A Sophomore saw another girl setting under a tree.
FOUND.—A parody on “My Bonnie” by the S. H. S. boys.
An older chaperon is desired for Miss L. ’15, the next time she
goes to the theatre.
We hope the Freshmen have learned the gender of hen by this
time.
WANTED.—A new system for attraction.
WANTED.—A gangway for reflection.
LOST.—A beau on Wednesday night, [“I. M .”] Ice Man.
The president of the Junior class is so busy with the business
of the class that he doesn’t have very much time for Geometry.
Mr. W .: "Harry, why do we have to know the use of verbs?”
Harry [writing quietly, looks up after a long quietness, which
is unusual, and sees Mr. W. watching him]: “Who, me?”
And then to cap the climax—
Mr. W. says: “M-hm.”
The Junior class has so much money th at the Treasurer has to
keep close watch for it.
Otis has a wonderful voice, but needs a little training for its use
in the Geometry class.
Even if money is scarce, we have made one purchase.
chase.]
All work and no play makes Harry a dull boy.

[Pur

The sewing circles have held several different meetings during
school hours, which have proved very interesting.
If Ruth can’t scream, what’s the use?
Even though we haven’t Winters, we have Sommers [summers.]
The car comes from Dunstan a little too late to suit Lawrence.
Elsie’s favorite song is “Oh, Mr. Dooley, Oh, Mr. Dooley, the
greatest man the school has ever known.”
If Karl is always joking, Libby is always Ernest.
If Ruth is worth a ten cent car fare, how much is Georgia
Went—worth ?
If Lawrence makes a mistake, will Elm—err? [Elmer].
It is easy to get by [sometimes] isn’t it, George?
If Otis doesn’t make much noise, then who in the old Harry
does?
A couch is needed in the Geometry room. Our principal gets
tired, and the desk is pretty hard. [So’s Geom.]
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“ The Store of Progress”
|
| Quality is the Keynote of Our |
|
January Suit Sale!
1
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H E same good
T
store service, the
same earnest desire
to please as though
you were paying the
regular selling prices.
The sale includes
every suit in o u r
s t o c k ( blues and
blacks excepted) of
this season’s newest
merchandise; t h a t
means the best and
handsomest suits that
money can buy.
$10.65 For suits that were
I f 1 $! 5.00 & $ 18.00
14.85 For suits that were

I I P $20.00 & $22.50
$18.45 For suits that were

1 1P $25.00 & $28.00
$23.50 For suits that were

■IIP $30.00&$35.00

I

Alterations Free of Charge.

I

J

Terms Cash

F R A N K
M .
L O W
C&,
( Clothes of the Better Kind )

PO RTLA N D ,

:

:

:

s

C O .
5
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THE WAYLAND
SERVES T H E BEST SHORE
D I N N E R IN T H E STATE
AND SOLICITS YOUR PAT
RONAGE. SPECIAL A T T E N 
T I O N GIVEN TO W H I S T
AND DANCING PARTI ES .-.

MRS. A. H. MOULTON,

tenches that w alking is the wearisome
part of kitchen work. The miles of
steps you take in preparing meals,
you can save with a

Cabinet—the m
ost complete, practical
and best-m
ade Kitchen Cabinet Call
and see one. The m
oderate price and

highqualityv/ill astonishyou.

PROP.

PORTLAND, M AINE

rT H E RINES B R O TH ER S
CO M PANY
&

WE ARE ALL READY 0

TO H E L P YOU GET READY FOR CHRISTM AS
E very departm ent is filled w ith a ttra c tiv e goods
Prices a re attractiv e too.
W E HAVE PLEN TY OF G O O D S-PL EN T Y OF R O O M -P L E N T Y
OF H E L P TO SERVE YOU.
Come w henever it pleases you—we will surely give you
prom pt attention—prom pt deliveries and

.-. THE BEST POSSIBLE SERVICE .-.
|

W e deliver your goods by Parcel Post

I

WE ARE ALL READY

!
THE
j^RINES BROTHERS COMPANY^

|

DELICIOUS PUNCHES

!

ICE CREAM and PUDDING SAUCES

I

Can be instantly served
from

HAY’S FIVE FRUIT
The combined juices of five ripe
fru its a t their best.
:
:

Pints 40cts.

Quarts 75cts

H. H. HAY SONS, PORTLAND, ME.
Try this at your next dance

PO RTLA ND R U B B E R
CO M PA N Y
Distributors for the

B. F. Goodrich Co.
Rubber Goods
of Every Description
259 Middle St.

a

P O R T L A N D . M AINE

W hy Pay More for Teeth?
In order to introduce my new rubber plate for teeth vulcan
ized by electricity and to advertise my new location, I will
make for a limited time a full set of teeth for only five dollars.

Dr. W . H. Roberts,
542 1/ 2 Congress Street
T elephone 3437-4

Portland, Maine
Over Woolworth’s Tent Cent Store
O pen Evenings

BUILDING CONTRACTOR

W®§&

M m bs©

G. W. KNIGHT
General Merchandise, Groceries, Boots, Shoes
Grain, Fertilizer and Seeds
W E ST SCARBORO,

:

:

MAINE

Bus sour Groceries at
Q L

rni

You will be sure to
get the rightprice

•I V .8
V. T. SHAW

Dealer in ©roceries anO ©eneral flDercbanbise
PROUT’S NECK,

SCARBORO BEACH

C. S. BURNHAM
Horseshoeing
and
Jobbing
West Sc&rboro,

Telephone 12-15

Maine

FRED M. NEWCOMBE & SON
Grocers at Prout’s Neck
and Black
Point
F red M . Newcombe

J . H arold New combi

OLIVER M ILLIKEN

C. N. MILLIKEN

M illiBen

Bros.

practical iPainterg
TELEPHO NE

C O N N E C T IO N

WEST SCARBORO,

MAINE

THE ADAMS STUDIO
Portrait Photography
515 A Congress St.,
PENNELL

INSTITUTE
Ilf1

Prof. M. C. Sm art, Principal
Co-Educational. English, G eneral,
and College PreparatoryCourses

Portland, Maine
A.

SWINBURNE

PLUM BING and HEATING
Telephone 26-3
South Portland, R. F. D. 8

I MILLIKEN & SN O W

1 ELECTRICIANS

|

i
i

s

I
I

I

I
S

Electrical W ork of All Kinds

s W e^t Scarboro,
s

Electrical Supplies

-

Maine

i
i

W e wish to thanl^ all who have
aided us by advertising or otherwise in
publishing this paper
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